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The fact is, Mendoza was on the point of asking for
his passports, and Philip himself, the most sluggish and
incombustible of monarchs, was about to burst into a
flarne of anger at the intolerable duplicity of the Virgin
Queen. Her anger was an astute gesture for the benefit
of the fuming Mendoza. Don Antonio, very much
astonished, since a fleet was already forming on his
behalf, was privately tipped off, and went into seclusion
at Stepney. Like other diplomatists, he had to learn
by degrees the extraordinary procedure which was
Elizabeth's nearest approach to a straight line of action.
She wore out everybody in Europe. In 1603, when this
remarkable old lady, bald, and speechless with a septic
throat, was confronting the Grirn Reaper with unflinch-
ing courage, her enemies were nearly all dead. So
were her friends. She descended into the grave with
slow tortuous steps, deceiving the most intelligent of
observers, so that they lost patience and forgot her.
The habits of half a century were not to be broken. She
died planning to overset the very inheritance which
would solidify her realm, and nobody knows what her
termagant spirit really wanted.
Don Antonio, a harum-scarum sort of person, if the
Fugger reporters in Spain were any judges, popped out
of sight in Stepney, only to pop out again and put the
news into the right ears that Her Majesty was misin-
formed. He had not come to borrow money from her.
He had security. The words, "treasure/5 "diamonds,"
and "jewels" were passed from lip to lip. They were
words for which the Queen had preternaturally acute
hearing. He applied for permission to purchase ships
and was refused. Strange to say, he purchased the ships
and fitted them out. Stranger still, as though some of
the magic of Shakespeare's Prospero were abroad be-
tween Stepney Green and Whitehall Court, tiaras and
sunbursts, worth something like half a million of our